no            Quentin Dunvard

shout, when the old leader proceeded to acquaint them that
he had possessed Master Oliver with an account of what had
passed that day: " And as," he said, *' the scraper of chins
hath no great love for the stretcher of throats, he has joined
me in obtaining from the King an order, commanding the
Provost to suspend all proceedings, under whatever pretence,
against Quentin Durward; and to respect, on all occasions,
the privileges of the Scottish Guard."

Another shout broke forth, the cups were again filled till the
wine sparkled on the brim, and there was an acclaim to the
health of the noble Lord Crawford, the brave conservator of
the privileges and rights of his countrymen. The good old
Lord could not but in courtesy do reason to this pledge
also, and gliding into the ready chair, as it were, without
reflecting what he was doing, he caused Quentin to come
up beside him, and assailed him with many more questions
concerning the state of Scotland, and the great families there,
than he was well able to answer; while ever and anon, in
the course of his queries, the good Lord kissed the wine-
cup by way of parenthesis, remarking, that sociality became
Scottish gentlemen, but that young men, like Quentin, ought
to practise it cautiously, lest it might degenerate into excess;
upon which occasion he uttered many excellent things, until
his own tongue, although employed in the praises of temper-
ance, began to articulate something thicker than usual. It
was now that, while the military ardour of the company
augmented with each flagon which they emptied, Cunningham
called on them to drink the speedy hoisting of the Oriflamme
{the royal banner of France).

" And a breeze of Burgundy to fan it!" echoed Lindesay.

" With all the soul that is left in this worn body do I accept
the pledge, bairns," echoed Lord Crawford; " and as old as I
am, I trust I may see it flutter yet. Hark ye, my mates " (for
wine had made him something communicative), " ye are all
true servants to the French crown, and wherefore should ye
not know there is an envoy come from Duke Charles of
Burgundy, with a message of an angry favour."

" I saw the Count of Crevecoeur's equipage, horses and
retinue," said another of the guests, "down at the inn yonder,
at the Mulberry Grove. They say the King will not admit
him into the Castle."

" Now, Heaven send him an ungracious answer!" said
Guthrie ; "but what is it he complains of? "